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Chapter 1 

 

Claire was speeding down the narrow country roads, on the 

outskirts of Ludlow near Hereford, England, in her Mercedes–Benz 

Coupé.  She was on her way to look at her dream cottage.   

It had taken Claire years to pluck up the courage to even get 

this far.  Now that she was almost there, she was so excited that 

nervous butterflies danced in her stomach.   

But she’d promised herself that she wouldn’t back down, at 

least without first looking at the property.  It had taken almost a 

year to find just the right property that was in a perfectly remote 

area, whilst still only a short drive to a village, and less than an hour 

to a main town.   

NO, she wasn’t going to back down; she was going to take a 

look.  What harm was there in looking?   

Pushing her foot down on the accelerator, Claire zoomed 

down the lane.  It was so nice to be able to put her foot down.  

Having spent most of her life living in the centre of London, where 
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putting your foot down wasn’t an option, this was exhilarating.  She 

hadn’t seen another car for at least 15 minutes or more.   

Slowing down to take a tight corner, Claire noticed some 

cows grazing in a field.  It was a whole different world here, nothing 

like London and her own normal world.   

She’d just spent the last two months travelling with a 

production team to four different shooting sites.  Claire was an 

actress; she had been from as far back as she could remember.  Her 

mother Robin was an actress, currently working in Florida shooting 

a film.  Her father Regis Labelle was a film director, whose latest 

film had picked up 5 Oscars and he was currently soaking up the sun 

at his villa in France.  Thanks to her parents, Claire had starred in 

several films before the age of 10, and now she was a recognised, 

Oscar-winning, A-list actress in her own right.   

But was that the life she’d planned for herself?   

That was the question that was running around and around 

in her head.   

She was going to be thirty years old in the summer and she 

still didn’t know whom she really was.  Oh yes, she knew how to put 

on a good show.  How to become the person that people expected an 

A-list star to be.  But was that who she really was?   

Claire couldn’t tell anymore. 

Take last night, for instance.  Her penthouse apartment in 

Belgravia, London, was heaving with her so-called friends.  But, 

even then, she was putting on a show.   

Claire loved to cook.  No, it was more than loved; it was her 

passion to cook.  But it was like a dirty secret.  If an A-list star held a 

dinner part for ten people like Claire did last night, then she was 

expected to get a catering company to cater for the event.   
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But Claire didn’t.  Once again, she’d purchased various 

catering and baking dishes and supplies, cooked her own food, and 

then wrapped it up in the aluminium trays, like you get at 

takeaways.  Then she got her hired help for the evening to dish up 

the trays onto various plates and dishes.   

Once again providing the illusion her guests expected.   

Claire liked to watch as her guests dug into their plates of 

food; it filled her with joy to see the smiles spread across their faces 

as they took their first mouthful.  Then, later, watching her A-list, 

female friends tucking into their desserts, even though she knew 

they were going to throw it back up minutes later.  But they still ate 

her food, commenting on the delicious flavours, and then wanting to 

know who her caterer was.   

And there her lie should have fallen apart.   

It nearly did eight years ago, when Claire held her first 

dinner party in her new penthouse apartment.  At the time she’d 

said that she couldn’t remember the company’s name and would 

have to get back them on that, blaming the wine, and quickly 

pouring more into their glasses.   

To prevent anyone finding out about her dirty secret, she’d 

taken the time to research small local caterers in the London area.  

She’d come across a mother and daughter company that were just 

starting up.  Then, through her solicitor, Claire had become an 

overnight financial benefactor.  A silent partner.  She provided them 

with financial support and helped them gain important customers, 

whilst they were sworn to secrecy about who their silent partner was 

and, more importantly, agree to say they were Claire’s favourite 

catering company.       
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The only thing Claire had asked for, from the now thriving 

catering company, was that she was allowed to send them odd 

recipes from time to time. 

 

Claire turned up her music then gave her Coupé some more 

gas.  She was less than a mile from the property now.  She felt her 

stomach do a little skip with excitement, but it also made her feel 

sick.   

She took a blind bend a little faster than she should have 

done.  Just yards from the bend there was thick wet mud on the 

road, right near an open gate into a field.  The second her wheels 

came in contact with mud she started to slide.  She slammed her 

foot on the brakes, but the car span out of control.  Claire was 

holding the stirring wheel so tight both her hands had gone white.   

Before Claire could do anything, she had skidded through 

the gate into the open field into even more, wet mud.   

She was now well and truly stuck. 

 

Jack had spent the morning ploughing one of his many 

fields.  He was just about finished when, over the rattle of his 

tractor, he heard the distant roaring engine of some sports car, 

going too fast down the country lanes.   

He stopped the tractor engine; then stood up to see if he 

could pinpoint the lunatic driver.  Even before Jack was fully 

standing on his seat, he saw a bright red sports car, racing along the 

road near the entrance of his field.   

You would have thought if they could afford a toy like that, 

they could afford some driving lessons, Jack thought to himself.   
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Suddenly, Jack heard the ear-piercing squeal of brakes.  

Within a blink of an eye, the red toy car was in his field; churning up 

the ground he’d just spent all morning ploughing.       

       Cursing, Jack turned and jumped down, unhooked the 

plough machinery from his tractor, and then drove over to the red 

toy.   

And, of course, by the time Jack was climbing back out of his 

tractor metres from the red toy, it wasn’t shiny but completely caked 

in mud.   

The driver was still revving the hell out of the engine.   

Doesn’t this moron realise all he is doing is grinding himself 

deeper in to the mud? 

Jack stood next to the red toy’s tinted window, with his arms 

crossed over his chest.   

The engine cut off, but the driver didn’t open the window or 

door.  So, Jack knocked on the window hoping to get a rise.   

His blood was quickly boiling, looking at his morning’s work 

being ruined by this jumped up, obviously city dick’s new red toy. 

But when the red toy’s door opened and a tall blond female 

stepped out, Jack found he was at a complete loss for words.   

She was about 5ft 7” maybe 8”, with flowing, sun-kissed long 

blond hair.  Her eyes were the most extraordinary shade of midnight 

blue.  Jack found his eyes wandering over the delicate, slim frame.    

She was wearing a dark-blue tight top under a tiny black 

leather jacket, her legs went on forever, sporting the tightest pair of 

jeans Jack had ever seen.  They could have been spray painted on for 

all he knew.  But when his eyes moved lower to the knee-high black 

leather boots, Jack wanted to smile to himself, but bit the inside of 

his mouth instead:  her long black boots were caked in wet thick 
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mud and, when she moved, he noticed the heel was as thin and as 

high as a pencil. 

“Oh my gosh, I am so sorry.”  Her voice did odd things to his 

stomach.  “I can’t believe how stupid I was.  I was so enjoying being 

able to put my foot down that I forgot myself.” 

“Right into my freshly ploughed field.”  Jake gruffly replied. 

Her perfect white teeth bit that strawberry-kissed lower lip 

of hers, as those midnight-blue eyes looked over his field. 

 “I  . . . am so sorry, I will of course pay for any damages.” 

 “From what I can see, no damage done, just my morning’s 

work.” 

“Well, please let me compensate you for your time.”  She 

turned and bent into that toy of hers.   

As she bent over, he was treated to her small, rounded, 

perfect ass.  Jack did an inwards groan to himself.  That was one 

beautiful, round, pert ass.   

If he wasn’t a gentleman, which he was having to remind 

himself again and again he was, he would have placed his own hand 

over that ass and squeezed.   

Thankfully, before the urge to move forward got too great, 

she turned back around.  As she turned in those pencil thin healed 

boots, she managed to lose her footing and land, ass down, into the 

wet mud.   

Biting his cheek again, Jack held back his laughter. 

He carefully said, “Here give me your hand,” holding out his 

work-worn hand.   

She reached out and took his hand.  Her hand was much 

smaller than his, and so soft, just like the supple skin of a new piglet.   



www.m
ax

ish
elt

on
.co

m

Living the Dream 

  7 

The blonde carefully got back to her feet, so she was standing 

right in front of him.  Jack reminded himself once again that he was 

a gentleman and gentlemen didn’t bend their heads and kiss 

damsels in distress.  Even if that damsel looked and dressed like 

every man’s fantasy and smelt . . . mmmm . . . of jasmine. 

 

“Thank you,” said Claire.  Looking up, she found herself 

being drawn into the farmer’s light-green eyes, which were looking 

straight into her own.  He was so near and tall, even with her 4-inch 

heels she felt short.  Oddly, he smelt of soap, not animals or mud 

like she’d imagine a farmer would do.   

After what seemed like a long time, he gruffly said, “Are you 

alright?” 

No!  

Carefully she said, “Um . . . yes, thank you!”  Thankfully, he 

let go of her hand.   

Then Claire looked down at her self.  “Oh no, I couldn’t have 

made much more of a fool of myself!”  Claire muttered to herself. 

 “Not so much a fool.  More like a city chick out of her depth.”  

Out of her depth!  Was that what she was?  Jumping out of 

the timid shallow end, which she could control and manipulate as 

she chose, into this mud-drenched, real farmer’s land in the middle 

of nowhere?   

 “Maybe,” Claire said lightly.  “I don’t suppose there is any 

chance I could get you to help me out of his mud?”  Claire pulled 

four £50 pound notes out of her purse.  “Look, this is all the money I 

have on me, I’ll gladly give you this to you and send you a cheque for 

your time, if you would please help me out of this mud.” 
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“Keep your money, I don’t want it.”  Then he turned and 

headed back to his rusty tractor. 

Great! 

 Claire turned back to her own car; she really was well and 

truly stuck.  Half of the back wheels were hidden in the mud, with 

mud splattered over most of her red metallic paint.   

NO . . . she was not going to cry!   

Swallowing the lump forming in her throat, Claire looked 

around her.  She was stuck in one very depressingly wet, muddy 

field.  

Glancing down at herself, Claire noticed although the front 

of her was more or less clean, the back of her legs and bottom were 

completely covered in this horrid, thick, wet, cold mud.   

What was she going to do? 

She couldn’t get out of this field, her bottom was cold and 

wet, and she was wearing her expensive Italian leather boots that 

cost a small fortune, which had the most impractical heels possible.  

So she couldn’t even walk very far to get help.   

Since the light-green eyed, 6ft 4”, Neanderthal farmer - good 

looking or not - wasn’t going to help, her only other option was her 

mobile for help.   

As she ducked into her coupé again to unplug her phone 

from the stereo, the Neanderthal pulled his tractor in front of her 

car.  Then he said, “You might as well stay in there out of the way.” 

“Excuse me?” she asked, ducking back out again. 

“Do you want help out of the mud or not?” he asked.  His 

voice was strong and deep, but it had no emotion, just hard and to 

the point. 

Shocked, all Claire could do was nod. 
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“I would shut that door too, unless you want to get even 

muddier?”   

Doing as she was told, Claire obediently closed the car door 

and strapped on her seat belt just in case! 

 

Jack muttered away to himself as he hooked up her red toy.  

As he walked around the car to assess just how stuck it really was in 

his field, he couldn’t help admiring it: a Mercedes-Benz SLK 350 V6 

coupé, 18” AMG alloy wheels with 5 twin-spoke design.  He whistled 

to himself.  This may have been a toy car, but it would have put her 

back at least £40k minimum and it was a beauty.   

As he walked back around to his tractor, Jack noticed the 

blonde had wound down her window watching him.   

This may be an expensive toy, but she looked sexy as hell in 

it!  

In a short time, Jack had the blonde’s car back on the road 

and he had no intention of talking to her again.  But the minute he’d 

unhooked her car from his tractor, her door popped open and those 

long legs extended from the coupé. 

“Thank you so much.  Um . . . how much do I owe you?” she 

asked, pulling the red notes out of her purse again.  “As I said 

before, all I have on me is £200 but if you give me your card I could 

send you a cheque.” 

“Card?” 

“You know business card . . . Oh,” she said, embarrassed and 

biting that bottom lip again.  “I guess a farm wouldn’t have any need 

for business cards would they?” 
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Jack had had just about enough of this, he had too much to 

do to stand around talking to some brainless blonde, even one in a 

hell of an expensive car, and any man’s wet dream of a body. 

 “Like I said,” he snapped back.  “I don’t want your money.”  

Then he jumped back into his tractor and headed for home.  He may 

as well get some lunch now that he’d already stopped. 

 




